Albert Payson Terhune's

New Novel, “Fortune”
OUBTLESS many readers will en-
joy the good fortune of reading

“Albert Payson Terhune's new novel, For-
¢ * dume. The book has some exeellent points

snd some decided weaknesses. But it

" holds the interest to the end.

4

The book is interesting as showing the
work of a reporier and the inside of
mewspaper offices. Journalistic conditions
are described by a man who knows them,

-+ snd Park row is sketebed with aecuracy.

W

Brant Errol, the central character, is a

"i reparter, a personage deified by Eve Gour-

7

h}, as “one of the men who make his
m and who risk their lives to bring peo-
ple the news of the world." He deseribes
himself rather differently, us “onc of the
men who herd together in a miserable
bunch in the eorner of the back hall at

big dances they're sent to cover, and who
dig out society scandals and ecome to the
house to ask impolite questions about them
and get chased down the stairs by a horri-
fied English butler, or clse soft soaped
with lies by an equally horrified social sec-
yetary.”

Then there is Madden, who prolesis,
“Please—Please—PLEASE—ecsll me any
bad mame that vou like—execpl author.
T'm mot an suthor. I'm a professional
writer. An author has ideals. A profes-
sional writer has ideas. Ideals =ound
grand. But ideas can be coined into
bread and butter.”

The story has value also as showing
the life of the “halfway poor.”
© “Those people live in flats that have no
elevator and that rent from $30 to $50.
Not one servant will you find in twenty
such houses. The older men in the crowd
are clerks or small shopkeepers who earn
_anywhere from $25 to $46 a week. The
young fellows are office boys or eounter
jumpers whose weekly wage is from $6
to $11. The girls live at home and help
mother or else work in shops. .

“Writers have almost never touched on

‘this biggest and most important element
in all New York's hundred queer phases.
They sre the rank and file—the enlisted
men. If they were twice as poor they
eould be twice as rich. For then they'd
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bave no postion to keep up. They could
wear band-me-down clothes, live six in a
room and carry dinuer pails. They're
earning just enough to be gayly, bravely,
piteously poor. They are the heart and
lungs of the eity. .

“Oh, there’s the greatest story ever
unwritten. The lives of the eity’s almost

”

The firet part of thiz story is realistls
and eonvineing, but not so the latter part.
The plot, we might say, is “halfway
poor.” One can aeeept it us possible, even
probable, that Eve would.adspt herself
to ber changed environment as she does,
despite ber struggles with housekeeping.
She is real when she is boying a twelve
pound roast for two beecanse the butcher
tells her it is the usual size, and throwing
it into the garbage pail after one meal
because she doesn't know it could be util-
ized afterward. She is aetual when she
buys fourteen dozen eggs at onee because
she has read somewhere that groceries
come eheaper if bonghi in large quantities,
and when she struggles to consnme the
eges to keep them from being wasted.

Dut it i3 difficult to believe that a
voung woman and untrained girl, with no
education save that gained at a fashiona-
ble finishing school and with so little ex-
perience in life, conld make such a flying
leap into literature as Eve is represented
as making. No, reslly, that isa’t plau-
sible!

Nor will readers give credence—oexcept
those who are most eredulons—io Mr.
Terhune's attempt to make them believe
that any one wonld deliberately throw
away $1,000,000. No one outside an in-
stitution for the feeble minded would do
that. Such insensate waste is annoyving
at a {ime when most readers are halfway
poor and economizing on roust beef and
eges to buy Liberty bonds.

FORTUNE. By Arpmmr Pavsox
Doubleday, Page & Co. #1.40.

Tenvse

“The Zeppelin's Passenger”
PHILLIPS OPPENHEIM has been

reading East Lynne, and the in-
fluence on him of Mrs. Henry Wood's clas-

sie has swerved him from that true course
which ugually brings to his readers so

mueh happiness. In The Zeppelin's
Passenger, which is Mr. Oppenheim's

latest novel—unless he got out amuviher
last night, which is not at all impossible
—Sir Franeis Levizon appears again in
the form of a German spy, Baron Ber-
tram Maderstrom, alias Hamar Lessing-
bam. The Lady Isabel of the book is
Philippa—Lady Cranston. Her busband
is a fine big fellow, who appears fo neg-
leet her for the sake of going decp sca
fishing. Of course, it being warlime, Sir
Henry only pretends to go fishing. His
dory takes him aboard a mine sweeper,
for secretly he iz the master of all the
mines that protect the eoast of England.
This his wife does not know, and she
gives him a great raking over for being
a slacker and all that kind of thing. Sir
Henry tries to tell ber that the Admiralty
has turned him down when he applied for
a job, but it fails to soothe her.

Then the Zeppelin comes along and
drops Sir Fr—ihat is, the Baron, down
on the adjacent moors and he sleps in
throngh the broad French windows
and throws limself uwpon the merey of
Lady Cranston, for Le has a letter of

introduction from her brother, who was

lis chum at college and who is now in
a German prison camp. If she will sec
that he is aceepted at the loeal botel as
a friend of hers, so that he can spend
s month in the neighborhood, he will
see to it that Brother Dick gets out of
prison. Not only does she take the risk
of betraying her eountry for the sake of
her brother's appetite, but she falls in
love with the German spy as a form of
being revenged on her neglected husband,
the apparent slacker.

What amazes the constant reader of
Mr. Oppenheim’s stories (and usually he
is delightful) is the fact the novelist tries
fo give to the German spy a good char-
acter although he makes love to the wom
an parily for the sake of getting her to
show him her busband’s charts of the
mine fields. Yes, of course Berlin has
found out the truth about Sir Henry's
sporting excursion, just as the Britich
seeret service discovers the presence of
the spy in Cranston's neighborhood. The
elopement does mot go through, as in
East Lynne. The Baron diecovers that
Philippa loves him only in the ratio of
ber impatience with her husband. He
doesn’t start the motor in time, and Sir

Henry pops in, setz the spy free (be-
canse he had performed some heroie deed)
and takes his almost erring wife in his
arms.

It won't do, Mr. Uippenheim. Your
readers demand that all German spies
meet their just deserts, The least yon
should do with "em is have 'em blown up
by one of their own raiders. A
THE ZEPPELIN'S PASSENGER. By E.

Panaars OpresuEiM.  Little, Brown &

(%o, $1.350.

“The Boomerang”

NCE upon a time there was a man
who never saw The Old Home-

stead, Uncle Tom’s Cabin or The Boom-
erang. Given such virgin dramatic soil
what eould be more fitting than such a
man thould review the novel David Gray
has made out of the- thoroughly super-
ficial comedy produced by David Belaseo
fwo seasons ago?

Coming thus fresh to Mr. Gray's {ale
the pages make for a ecertain effect of
smart, slangy dialogne, a charming en-
viroument in a New England willage
among prosperous, “nice” Americans, and
an olement of mystery as to the identity
of Virginia Xelva that is very well sus-
tained until almost the last page. Nat-
urally there is an overabundance of “talk”
in the story the eventful result of which

CAPT. DAVID GRAY
Author of "The Boomerang "

is 1o tire the reader and much of the
setion suggesis the method of immemo-
rial French farce, of having the wrong
people meet in one room at the wrong
time.

The Boomcrang secws to be the perfart

For Hallowe’en (or Any Other E’en)

“cummer novel” that by mistake has been
put out at fhe season of (he year when
fiction readers are supposed to need more
substantial diet. Possibly some one may
reply to this charge that if we Hooverize
in our bodily food we ought to do the
same thing in our literary sustenance. On
this line of reasoning Mr. Gray's noveli-
zation could be marked up as a well
rounded ration.

THE BOOMERANG. By Duwvip Geav.
Century Company, $1.40.

The

“Mam’selle Jo”’

By GRANT M. OVERTON.
HERE is a curious circumstance
that distinguishes Harriet T. Com-
etock from other American women novel-
ists: a mumber of her books, which sold
only moderately well in the regular edi-
tion, sold in the hundreds of thousands of
copies when reprinted. I think this was

first noticed in connection with Joyce of

the North Woods and it is stll true, I
believe, at lesst to this extent, that on re-
printing Mrs. Comstoek’s novels do sell
tremendously. But meanwhile the “first
sale” of her books has been expanding;
and in the case of her newest novel,
Mam’selle Jo, there is considerable reason
to believe that the first sale will be very
large.

The chief reason is the book's quahiy.
It is far and away the best thing of 1s
kind that Mr=, Comstock has writlen since
Joyee. “Of ils kind"—the reader of this
notice will understand that Mrs. Com-
stock’s books are not for ’ph-nlnnh any
more than the work of James Branch
Cabell, let us say, s for everybody. And
the only way to find out whelher she
agrees with you (or you with her) is to
sample. In a general way we may say
that those who like the storics of (Giene
Stratton-Porler may very probably like
the stories of Harriet T. Comstock; but
the generalization is open to leavy qual-
fication. Mrs. Comstock is the exponent
of feminist ideas which are not exhibited
in Mre. Porter’s work at all, and Mrs
Comstock’s stories earry a mueh higher
sentimental voltage than do Mrs, Porter's
Mrs. Porter is the better artist and Mrs
Comstock is the better evangehst.  But it
15 by no means cerfain that these eom-
parisons are profitable, and we will drop
them.

Mam'selle Jg is a story of the St. Law-
renee country. Jo Morey is a woman of
forty who has, after years of the hard-
vst toil, got herself debt free at last. With
dismay she finds that she has nothing now
in Iife to work for. With a eandor to
which no one is likely to tauke exeeption
she confesses her longing for a ehild to
care for and look after, thongh the idea of
a Lushand leaves ber indifferent or cven
repelled.  She adopts a child who tumns
oub to be—how fatally easy it 1= to
go thoughtlessly on and give away the
action of a tale! All that may justly
be eaid is that the characters are so
brought into relation with each other as
to make not one but several first rate «it-
nations. It is only & question of how
much simplicity of narration and how
muech moral earnestness of purpose the
reader finds aceeptable. If he ean enjoy
his penny plain as well as his tuppence
eolored Mam’selle Jo ought to “hold him.”
In the main more women will like this
novel than men.

MAM'SELLE JO. By Hammzr T. Com-

stock. Doubleday, Page & Cdf $1 4.

Just published—third printing ready!

WHAT IS THE GERMAN
NATION DYING FOR?

By KARL LUDWIG KRAUSE

This is THE book of the hour, written by one of Germany's foremost
statesmen—*‘at the peril of my life,” as he writes from Bwitzerland. Now
that the German nation IS dying, what is the meaning of Germany's latest
peace offer and how should the United States and the Allies meet it? This

book answers the questions we are all now so eagerly asking.

SBome chapter

headings are: German Barbarians; Why the Germans are Disliked;
Bluf; The Crash; Enforced Peace; The Reckoning.
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